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Sensible as I am of the demefritfl of 
my little performance, I am induced to 
offer it to the Public, in the hope that, 
through its instrumentality, an object 
which I have much at heart may be ao- 
complished* My resources for the relief 
of the necessitous being very limited, I 
would willingly have recourse to a sale of 
fancy articles, in order to increase them, 
had I leisure and taste sufficient to render 
such an attempt practicable; but this not 
being the case, I venture (as the only 
means of attaining my wish,) to publish 
my work, hoping that my friends will 
kindly patronise, and assist me in the 



ly 



disposal of it. With respect to its con- 
tents, I trust, on the one hand, to the 
indulgence of friendship ; on the other, 
(as it regards the public,) I can only hope 
that the motive by which I am actuated 
will disarm criticism. Perhaps it is un^ 
necessary to observe, that this collection 
of little pieces was written merely for my 
amusement, and without the slightest 
idea^ of its publication. 

A. E. 



^^pmtf^ 



M^t$m^f^ 



RHYMING NO POETRY. 



" I FEEL in a scribbling mood, 
Yet know not what to write; 
The Muse I but lately have wooed 
Will not at my pleasure indite: 



" She turns a deaf ear to my prayer, 
And flies to some talented dame; 
Perchance Mrs. M may share 
Her inspiraticm's flame : 
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^' And since Mrs. M has the knack 

To make of her fiivours the most, 
'Tis better my brains I should rack, 

Than a line from her pen should be lost. 



<^ let how can I write without 
The influence poets invoke, 
Who all make a fuss about 
The Muses and such like folk? 



<^ Each cell and each nook of my mind, 
I ransack again and again. 
In hopes an idea to find: 
Alas ! all my searching is vain. 



<^ But what do I see? I have scribbled, 
Of verses, two, three, four and five ; 
Who else, that in poetry 's dabbled. 
To rhyme uninspired could contrive? ' 



^^ Hold, Madam, the feat you've achieved, 
fiy numbers is done every day. 
Whose verse, if I meay be believed. 
Of poesy boasts not a ray. 



^^ The Muse, their stupidity loathing. 
On genius pours down her beams; 
They rhyme eDermore upon nothing — 
The Press with mch poetry teems. 



<^ And should you distrust what I say. 
And think I unjustly condemn. 
Turn over yowr pages, I pray. 
And see an example in them." 



Decembery 1830, 



B 
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ON WEEPING. 



When grief the heart oppresses, 
When memory distresses. 
What heart-felt wo expresses? 

A tear, a tear* 



When joy o'ercomes each feeling. 
When comfort's balm is healing. 
What down the cheek is stealing? 

A tear, a tear. 



But there are depths of sorrow. 
Whence nature cannot borrow. 
To fill the grief-stampt furrow, 

Relief's sweet tear. 
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TO HOPE. 



We deem thee a friend, then a cheat and a foe, 

Yet own thee a syren so fair, 
That though to our cost we thy treachery know, 
To trust thee what heart can forbear? 
We quarrel with thee and abuse thee. 
Yet our love cannot refuse thee; 
And whatsoe'er our state may be, * 
'Tis joy to catch one glimpse of thee^ 

Sweet Hope ! 
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Yet thou, on thy part, too, hast cause to complain 

Of those who thy patronage seek, 
Since, when we have proved thy assurances vain. 
Not too ill of thy name can we speak: 

But when we are some good enjoying. 
Which we've pursued, on thee relying. 
Thy smiles so loved are straight forgot 
In our long wished-for, happy lot. 

Sweet Hope! 



But still, though repulsed, thou affordest thine idd. 

When eclipsed is the sun of our joy 
By grief's overshadowing, ominous shade-^ 
Thou then dost thy witcheries employ. 
Ev'n in the darkest night of sorrow 
Thou promisest a joyous mo^ow; 
And ere its shadows fleet away, 
Thou pDintest brightly beaming day. 

Sweet Hope ! 
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Thou hence art so dear, that though raised to a throne, 

The sceptre o'er millions to sway, 
l^th aD we could wish which frail mortals may own, 
Shouldst thou leave us our joys would decay: 
They'd wither all and cease to Uossom, 
When dark Despondence chilled the bosom. 
Who evermore delights to stray 
Where thou hast lit our gladsome way. 

Sweet Hope! 



Then come, lovely sprite, and with all thy defects 

FU take thee " for better' for worse ;" 
And whilst clouds and gloom grave Experience esqiects, 

Thy tale of bright seasons rehearse: 
And never, never, be we parted)! 

» 

Ev'n whrai^by sorrow broken-hearted ] 
The Hopeless would despair and die — 
To soothe and flatter still be mgh, 

Sweet, sweet Hope! 
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TO JOY. 



Sweet Jojr! thy brow is graoed with rose 
Rasplendent with the gem-like dew 

Which, shed by Pleasure's hand, reposes 
Upon their petals* vermil hue. 



Sweet Joy! from thy blue eye are beaming 
Sunlike rays, which grief dispel; 

Whiles on the breezes lightly streaming, 
Thy golden tresses aid the spell 



Which, sprite, tliou o'er our senses castest. 
As on thy flowery path thou goest; 

But over which, alas I thou hastest, 
And leavest a gloom thou never knowest 
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Sweet Joy ! the summer dims her glories 
When thou revealest not thy form; 

Thy snule, Enchantress ! quells the furies 
Who ride upon the wintry storm. 



When Spring puts forth her myriad blossoms, 
They brighten 'neafh thine atdent ^e» 

But fail to charm our cheerless bosoms. 
Unless they're viewed when thou art by: 



And Autumn's tints, more quickly fading, 
Seem to mourn thee when not near; 

But when thy charms are nature's aiding, 
Beauty decks the circling year. 
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TO A DEAR FRffiND, 

ON HER RECOVERY FROM A SHORT BUT SUDDEN AND SEVERE 

FIT OF SICKNESS, 1827. 



Saw'st thou the dense o'enhadowiiig cloud, 

Before the tempest driven? 
Saw'st thou the rent which ere long showed 

The cheering face of Heaven; 
How nature smiled, each scene looked gay, 
When brightly glowed the iaoe of day? 



With sickly hue thy face o'ercast, 
Overspread our hearts with sadness; 

But health beams through the cloud at last. 
And fills those hearts with gladness. 

Long may that face with health be bright, 

WbUst gladdened hearts reflect its light! 
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TO TIME, 



WRITTEN IN 1827. 



When Pleasure rules the joyous hour, 
When faces loved around me smile, 

Time ! thy harsh, tyrannic power 
I fain would paralyse awhile; 

1 fain would stay thy rapid flight 
To lengthen scenes of dear delight. 



But when, with heavy, leaden sway, 
Affliction rules the weeping hours, 

On whirlwind's wings then speed away. 
Thou Ruler of all earthly powers! 

O then urge on thy course amain, 

TiU Pleasure lead the hours again. 

c 
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But) cruel Time! my suit is vain, 

Attention's ear thou wilt not lend ; 
Whilst Pleasure's hours are quickly slain, 

The hours of grief when wilt thou end? 
With meteor speed those fleet away, 
WhDst these oppress me by their lengthened stay. 
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SONNET. THE PASSING THOUGHT. 



FEBRUARY, 1830. 



Musing, in melancholy mood, I fiate. 
Whilst Memory, with i^eMeless, noiseless tread, 
Ranged the wide past, held oonTerse wiUi the dead. 

And viewed the sad sosao with look disconsolate. 
Offspring of oare and ^oom, one spectral thought. 
Glancing the mind across, (though sorrow-fraught,) 

Vanished at once in << dim obscurity.'* 
To summon that idea back was yain! 
It had not left one traee upon llie hrmn 

By which it might be tracked by Memory; 
A sense of wo, the Heeling it had been^ 
Was all of it semained.— And tihus, I ween, 

Shall I, ere long^ no more be found, if spu^bt— 

Passed from the earUi like that lone, troubled thought! 
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TO A FRIEND, 



AT TUTBURT, IN STAFFORDSHIRE. 1889. 



When thon yiewest that beautiful scene,* 

Where captivity's tears erst did flow 
From the eyes of a too lovely queen^ 

O say, does thy bosom still glow 
'With pity for Mary, the ixail and the fair. 
And friendship for one who has,^ with thee i£ere? 






Those towers once in lordliness frowned 

Defiance on war's hostile band, — 
Once Mary, with royalty crowned^ 

In beauty defied time's rude hand, — 
And once, with mixed feeling of pleasure and pain. 
We rambled where Mary <^ lamented in vain." . 

• The ruins of Tutbury CasUe. 
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But the red hand of violence laid 

Proud Tutbury's batdementB low; 
And the tongue of the envious hade 

That hand deal poor Mary's death-blow ; 
And whilst through her prison the tempest now sweeps, 
O'er the woes of the fallen humanity weeps. 



Though the strength of that fiibric is fled^ 

The power of the oppressor's no more; 
Though Mary calm sleeps with the dead, 

And I tread a far distant shore, — 
Yet say, do not Hty and Friendship arise 
From the grave of the past, when that scene meets thine eyes? 



L 
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M T d€tf nHTJT MM^ f^ WMt lunnB JOtt DMB dWB^? 

Foil kmf joi^re ncg^keted die fijend yoa onee loved; 
Yoor Mleoee md roldniw tor moiidM Fye been iiiiiis» 
V \Aamdtm 700 are^ Aen prof let he U pntfed/ 



We ihoug^ty wlien we perted, 4iiir love eenld ne'er perish; 

From eluldhood ^tmm fimning, matnrixiK wiA fnn;-— 
Thpiif^ parted we are^ wUhcurpem we mig^t choririi 

That friendship which brightens this dark Tale of tears. 



If Ut meet on this eartfi we be nerer permitted, 
^rtiat Ood who prote<}ts us has ordered our lot ! 

At \m^i 'tis inxt privilegei with care unremitted, 
'IV iifovn old companions are never forgot: 
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So sdze wax and paper, and, whetting your pen-knife. 
Your pens pnt in order, your ink-bottle fill; 

Then sit down and lighten the gloom of this short life, 
By proving to Anne you remember her still. 
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HOPE AND MEMORY. 



FEBRUARY I3» 1830. 



Fair bright-eyed Hope, with dazzling mien, 

in 

niiimes life's most.dreary scene. 
Ana -^ h» pb*™. w^ .», 
The mists of grief 'mid which we stray; 
Or pictures some more cheering hoinr, 
When brighter suns exert their power; 
Or points, with smiles of holy love^ 
To cloudless realms of joy above. 



Sweet pallid Memory breathes a sigh, 
Alike to joy and wo gone by; 
Or tries, with languid, pensive smiley 
Our melancholy to b^uile : 
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She smiles, percliance, at griefs we thought 
Severe, 'till life's sad lesson * taught; 
Or s%hfi o'er those lost^ precious hours. 
Consumed in Pleasure's roseate bowers. 



Yet Hope is mortal, and she must 
Die when oar fom»fetiirtt to dost;* 
Whilst MtiiH»y sfaaD more joyous rise. 
Our blest oompanioD»' to'tfae dctte; 
Shall these stiH; mark our traroOed way, 
By contrail brightening Hciayen's otvn day; 
And shall, wh3at we its glories shaive^ 
Endear the Han4 that fixed us there. 



* " Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die, 
One lost in certainty, and one in joy." Prior. 
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TO MY INFANT DAUGHTER. 



WRITTEN IN 1827. 



Lovely baby^ dubious treasure, 
Source of painful anxious pleasure, — 
Thy guileless smile, thy fond caress, 
Excite a blissful tenderness; 
But when thy &tes my thoughts employ. 
Oh! are they fraught with grief or joy? 

As some rare birds of plumage bright, 
Yar in hue with varying light, 
(As viewed in sunshine or in shade 
More brilliant or more sombre made,) 
Ev'n thus appears to my mind's eye. 
Sweet babe! thy future destiny; 
As viewed by hope,— or seen by fear, — 
As grief may darken,_joy may cheer; 
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Or rather, should the Christian say, 
As under God's or Satan's sway ! 

Calm as thy smiling face appears, 
I'd wish, my babe, thy future years ; — 
But no ! that wish I rnust recall — 
7%a^ granted, might thy soul enthraL 

I crave not for thee jewell'd state, 
I'd have thee far more nobly great; 
Thyidf the gem, prepared on earth. 
To deck the clime that gave thee birth: 
In Heaven a star, I'd wish to see,. 
Thee brightening through eternity — 
In Jesu's Diadem divine 
I'd have thee ever, ever shine! 
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TO THE SAME 



Thy wayward desires, sweet infmat, remind me 

Of the longings I eheridi wkhmmj bm iMart, 
Regardless dial giflS) wUch were mver desigiied me, 

Would mfliet but a wonnd^-^but oeeafison a smart : 
That the joys, wbiph my fbudish heart, ^fiyiidly desiring, 

Solicits, if gained,, wookl suA bappinesa bong 
As the golden-lmed insaei^ wliaek elnUhood^admirin^ 

Pursues, and Jneesives its en^veaomiiig 



Then may this reBeetion, kind Fatiieri prevent the 

Aspiring to gifts which thy wisdom denies ; 
May love's tender negative ever content me. 

And longings alone for thy favour arise : 
And oh ! may the light of thy countenance darken 

The meteor pleasures which dazzle my sight; 
Henceforth to the " voice of thy Word may I hearken,'' 

And seek those pure joys, which are lasting as bright. 



!29 



"K 



tft « 



* — 



SONNET. TO A DEPAKTED FRIEND. 



FEBRUAItT, 1830. 



I've monmed thee^ EUaeiy Vre wept o'er thy 0ray<^ 

Since I stnAchfidftrA the hssd^oki inb powttAeas to save! 

When I 'tended the couch whereupon thy form lay; 

Since I knelt when thy partner attempted to pray; 

Since ImarkedthadDeardeaiih«-diade>t¥atdarhcnedthybrow; 

And saw thee before live grim conqueror bow/ 
I've mourned tiiee, ihou Ueet one) Fli mom tbee no more; 
But the loiw fliflt has 4ake& ilKelu]nri>ly adoire; 

I know thy glazed eye shall beam kindness again, 

With its azure unclouded by sorrow or pain; 

I know WB 49iudl meet when life's cact tdnll he ran. 

And the iiAppier she who her crown has ficst won! 
I know 'tis thy gain that thy babea are bereft. 
And I weep not for thee, bat for thoK thoo hvBt left. 



so 



ON THE SAME. 



O YES ! she has passed from the love 
That fain would have held her below; 

She has soared to the glories above, 
For to him, the Belpved, she would go. 



No rival had he, her souTs Lord, 
And she hasted unfearing to him, 

<< Whom, not having seen, she adored,'' 
Whilst her earthly affections grew dim. 



She is gone! and oh! where shall we find 
That sweetness that made her so dear? 

A heart so unchangingly kind, 
A brow so uncloudedly dear! 
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We mourn her, but not with the gloom 
Which hopelessness spreads o'er the dead. 

Since there falls a bright beam on her tomb 
From the Heav'n to which she is fled. 



IMight thus a pure spirit descend, 
From that region of love and delight, 

On earth, our weak steps to attend, 
To support and to guide us aright; 



Methinks, of the myriads there, 
More gentle than her's there is none; 

Though each is sa perfect as feir, 
In the Heav'n to which she is gone. 



But ah! she escaped from the love 
That fain would have held her below; 

And she tastes, in His presence above. 
Such joys as she would not forego. 
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COMFORT AND CONFIDENCE IN CHRIST. 



APRIL 13, 1827. 



Oft, wearied vnAt a world of care. 
My thoughts to happier scenes arise; 

But sense of gwltjcwfretiiB me there. 
And scdaee even HeaTen denies*. 



Unfitted for this trouUed earth. 
Less suited to those realms above,^— - 

Lord, grant that new, that heav^y birth. 
The seal of thy redeenaiag love f 



Then, whether left in scenes thus drear, 
Or called to that fair world of lights 

Thy love shall form my comfort here, 
Or there shall confidence excite. 



^ 
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O may thy love my spirit cheer, 
Whatever ills beset my path, 

IHumining affliction's tear, 
Whilst shielding from satanic wltith ; 



And conjBidence in thee alone 
Attend me now and on that day. 

When, placed before Jehovah's throne. 
Vain, vain were every other stay! 
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ISRAEL. 



Dispersed o'er Tarious lands, despised where known, 
" A proverb and a by-word" now become, 

Still, still refusing His sweet name to own, , 

Whose sheltering wing had formed thy happiest home: 



Spumed, scorned, and scoffed at, Jacob, as thou art. 
An outcast and a wanderer on the earth, 

Thine outward miseries form thy happidir part, — 
More sad that sin which gives those miseries birth. 



While day around thee dawns, thou dwell'st in night, 
In darkness worse than that which Egypt felt; 

Thine eye still turned from Zion's glorious light. 
Beneath whose influence long thy fathers dwelt. 



'N 
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O may that heavenly light soon pierce the veil 
Which shrouds thy hardened heart and darken'd eye; 

And may'st thou soon the. true Messiah hail. 
And at his feet in meek submission lie; 



And may his blood be oir/th}K..gittltycr«ce^ 
To cleanse, and not condemn, thy:{inogeny; 

And may the power of alinsubduing gcace 

Soon force to seek, \viidm thbu didst onlse deny ; 



. J. .,.T ..' V V r. ' 



Then Zion-ward, O iGorael! shall thy face^ 
With songs of joyfulness, ere long, be turned; 

With everlasting joy shalt thou retrace 
The exiled steps thy Saviour's self has mourned. 
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<< WASH YOU5 MAKE YOU CLEAN."— ^/mioA L 16. 



Diseased with sin in every part, 

like ulcers sore and foul, 
What stream can cleanse the human h^art, 

What ointment heal the soul? 
The blood of Christ, that cleansing blood, 

l^th healing virtue flows; 
Wash in the purifying flood. 

And soon thy wounds shall close. 



I 

I 

f 
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TO sm. 



O SiK, I hate thy power, 

Yet bow, full oft, heneadi thy sway; 
O when shall come the hour 

When I can firmly ** say ihee nay!" 



O throw away thy mask, 

And look as hideous as thou art; 
Thy face to see I ask. 

That it may scare away my heart. 



Thy pestilential breath, 

Exhal'd o'er Eden's blooming joys. 
Soon withered them in death, 

And still earth's choicest gifts destroys. 
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M^th ignis-fatuiiB ray 

Thy; pleasure 8 shine bat to mislead; 
Who tread the dangerous way 

May well he numbered with the dead.* 



Thy offspring, Pwi andiDeath, 
Less dreaded are, O Sin^ than thoci 

By mortals who benealh 
The Sayiour's sacred influenee bow. 



Twas, Sin, thy bloodnsitain'd hand 
That crucified the Lord of Ufe; ' 

'Tis Sin BtiU fills the hind 
l^th misery, with pain, and* strife. 



Then, Saviour! lejb thy. might 
lie fell Destroyer soon dei^tr^y : 

Extinguish that fisdse light 
WMch gflds h.r paths with seeming joy. 

•£ph.iLl,2. 
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FOLLOW MR 



If pleasure lead lier giddy train 
Beyond the Gospel line, 

Say, do our earned hearts remain 
Xaactive and supine ? 

No ! lead she wheresoe'er she may. 

We rise and tread the devious way. 



But when thy gentle words we hear, 

Poor sinner, " follow me!" 
Unless thou ^^ circumcise the ear," 

We keep our hearts from ikee : 
Yea, charm thou with the ^^ voice of love, 
Our ears are closed— we wM not move. 
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So much of ranfal ignorance I find 

Within the deep recesses of the mind, 

That in despair my soul might sometimes he, 

But that my darkness I have light to see, — 

One ray of light affording hope that soon 

The soul's deep midiiight shall be changed to noon. 
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*< MERCY AND TRUTH ARE MET TO&ETHER, RIGHTEOUSNESS AND 
PEACE HAVE KISSED EACH OTHER.-^Ptfo/m IxXXV. 10. 



When the Ancient of Da}rs, 

Before Israel's nght, 
Appeared in a blaze 

Upon Sinai's height, 
Earth quaked at the sound 

Of the Lawgiver's voice, 
For justice then frowned, — 

How could evil rejoice? 



<^ Be cursed the man 

Who my laws shall transgress;" 
Thus our death-sentence ran 

Ere our God came to bless; 

F 
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But the tables were broken, 
(The covenant vain,) 

Faith aefm here a token 
That MerG|r ahoidd re^«* 



And Mercy did reign upon Calvary's height, 
And Justice was soothed at the soul-moving sight; 
Then Mercy and Truth were for evei agreed. 
My soul praise thy God for ^Im^ wonderful deed! 



* The decalogue was written a second time ; but it was by the hand of Moses, 
the type of the Mediator of the new covenant. 
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HYMN. 



Whilst thk raasey 4esert thredUag, 

iemis, my Lord! 
Folly's paths fiiU oft^i tpeading*, 

Jesus, my Lord! 
Though I grieve thee, ne'er forsake me, 
What thou'dst have me, deign to make me. 
And at thy good pleasure take me, 

Jesus, my Lord ! 

When death's terrors are approaching, 

Jesus, my Lord! 
On my soul its floods encroaching, 

Jesus, my Lord! 
When the tempter's taunts confound me. 
And his arrows gleam around me. 
Let thy mercies all surround me, 

Jesus, my Lord! 
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Then be nigh to sooth my terrors, 

Jesus, my Lord! 

Blotting out my slightest errors, 

Jesus, my Lord! 

Then the foul one's weapons shiver; 

Still' the waves of death's dark river; 

From>aIl foes my soul deliver, 

Jesus, my Lord! 



\ 
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'< A BOOK OF REMEMBRANCE WAS WRITTEN/' — Mci. iii. 16. 



A BOOK of remembrance! how awfiil the Boaad, 
When, alas! in my conduct such errors abound; 
I picture, with horror, the evil Fve d<me, 
As on the broad road of destruction Tve run. 



A book of remembrance! If mercies abused — 
If the record of talents I've hid or misused — 
If aught adverse inscribed in its columns may be, 
Can I bear that dread book of remembrance to see? 



But that book of remembrance is sprinkled with bloody 
And Christ's righteousness stands where our sins mighthave stood: 
It is thine, blessed Saviour! life's volume to trace; 
Grant my name in its pages, through mercy, a place. 
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WHEN SUMMER'S SKIES GLOW. 



When summer's sides glow, and its winds gently blow, 

Scarce patting die gay*«treaiBiiig peaaaal in motaon. 
We spread our glad sail to the softrbreadiing gale, 

And fearlessly tempt die then Inright smiling ocean; 
But tempests arise» and fierce blackming aides 

Oft threaten our bark with destruction; 
Then, driven by fear, for our haven we steer, 

And seek its «Bcmliiag, ita sheltering protection. 

Thus sin brightly smiles, and tteris her tMxft wiles, 

To illumine the joys whieh flow &wx perditidn; 
We trust pleasure's breeze, and essay those fidse seas. 

Which allure but to death, or to bitter contrition: 
But Morcy oft q^eada fibwmng woes o'er our heads, 

To warn iH of deaA, aud^&ectua 
To flee to that Power, which, in danger's dread hour, 

Alone can from death and destmction protect us. 
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1 COR* X. 12. PSALM xxxvii. 24. 



That Satan may have us and ^^ sift us as wheat," 

The subtle seducer lays snares for our feet ; 

But, though caught in his toils, let despair never rise, 

"Save, Lord, ©r I perish!" can pierc* through the skitts; 

And surely thy right hand of mercy wiU be, 

O Saviour! stretched forth the poor captives to free. 



But oh! not in us be such wickedness founds 
As the thought we ma^ sin^ since thy mereka abound; 
May thy blood be too proetcns, too aacred^thy pain. 
For those^tihey have purcbaaed. to pierce thee agaii^; 
May we crucify si|i in ourMve^ and' no: more 
Grieve the spbil of. Him whe our ^^ sichnesses'^ b<»e. 
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May the love thou hast shown us constrain us to love, 
And a life of obedience our gratitude prove; 
What thy Mercy affords, may we thankfully take, 
And may what it withholds, too, our praise awake; 
Convinced that the good which we seek would prove UI9 
If, like Israel of old, we bestiove our own will. 



<^ THE SUMMER IS ENDED, THE HARVEST IS OVER, AND WE 

ARE NOT SAVJED." 



O DOLEFUL, dreary, soul-appalling cry. 

From which hope, joy, and peace afl&ighted fly: 

How lost the heart from whence such sounds proceed--- 

Sounds, as 'twere vain for mercy more to plead; 

As if, at once, in misery's blackest hue, 

A whole eternity of wo burst on the troubled view I 
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" LORD, SPEAK THE WORD ONLY.'* — McMeW viii.'8. 



^^ Great drops of blood" iiUbathed his head 
Ere suffering on the cross he bled. 
When anguish dire, and shame, and pain, 
The " sinlei^" did for "sin" sustain; 
Yet, is my sin-fraught heart so dead, 
All feeling from it so far fled. 
That scarce a tear o'erflows mine eye 
For that which caused his agony. 



Nor have I, oft, one hymn to raise 

In celebration of His praise. 

Whose peerless merits far exceed 

The holiest archangel's meed; 

Though, when ^^ he to his own wai^ coibe," 

Had thankless man been wholly dumb. 

The very stones had found a voice 

To bid a senseless world rejoice ! 

G 
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And where 's the love I (ought to show 
The saints, his members here below, 
When self 's the idol I adore? 
Would that her tyrant reign were o'er I 
O thou, whose voice can raise the dead, 
Whose power has bruised the serpent's head. 
Speak now the life*inspiring word. 
And bid me live— to love thee Lord ! 



Then, then, how joyfully should I 

Seek thy name to glorify; 

Love thee in thy works and word; 

Prize thee more than good conferred; 

At thy bidding take my cross; 

For thy worth *^ count all things loss;" 

Bow my idol — ^lay it low. 

And for thee life itself fi>r^;o ! 



June 6, 1829. 
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MY SAVIOUR. 



When, doomed to death and endless pain, . 
The hope of earning Heaven was vain, 
Whose love did Heaven for me regain? 

My Saviour's. 



When bom into a world of care, 

Its sin-bought sorrows doomed to share^ 

Whose love my tender years did spare? 

My Saviour's. 



When clouds of grief o'ercast my way. 
As through life's wilderness I stray, 
Whose love emits a cheering ray? 

My Saviour's 
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THE HEAVENLY ZION. 



O Zion! on thy shining towers 

By times I fix my wistful eye; 
But soon, alas! dense vapour lowers, 

And overcasts the mental sky: 
The bitter streams from mammon's source 

Exhale the mists which cloud my fflght, 
And from its soaring,, heavenward course, 

Soon turn my flagging spirit's flight. 

And yet, how peaceful are the hours, 

When, 'mid a worid of noise and strife. 
My soul, concentrating her powers. 

Contemplates Heaven, and heavenly life: 
And what are all the gilded toys 

That, in exchange, the sense receives 
For that soul's pure, blood-purchased joys. 

Which vain delightB for Jesus leaves? 
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Soon be ye dried, ye deadly streams ! 

Ye clouds and nusts, dispersing, fly 
Before tliat Sun's transcendent beams 

Which shine from cloudless skies on high: 
And on the scenes where rise those towers, 

My soul, thy faculties employ, 
Till thou, when past time's tedious hours, 

Shalt enter into Jesus' joy. 
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" HE CARETH FOR YOU." — 1 PeteT V. 7. 



" *Tis a point I long to know,"* 
Does the Saviour care for me? 

Did he bliss for me forego, 
Brave contempt and misery? 



Did he shed his vital blood, 

Wrath endure on Calvary's height, 
That my soul, washed in the flood, 

]\Gght be clean in God's pure sight? 



• « *Ti8 a point I long to know, 
Oft it causes anxious thought, 
Do I love the Lord or no ? 
Am I hisy or am I not?** Niwrox. 
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If he did, why thus am I, 
Leprous and defiled with eon? 

Yet, if not, why do I sigh 
At the vileness found within? 



K, in cmger^ he looked down 
From his sapphire throne abore^ 

Though I felt or feared his frown. 
Should I wish to gain his love? 



Is not ncuture so perverse. 

So opposed to all that 's right, 

Fipm the Saviour so averse. 
As to dread and shun his sight? 



If, unlike the golden flower,* 
Siatftd nature shuns the face 

Of her sun of matchless power, 
Seek I not his beams from grace? 

* '< As Uw nm-ilowtr turns on her God," &c. Mooax. 

H 
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Ib not mimd in chaos still. 

Formless, vo\Ay and dark as night, 
"Ull the SftTionr^s soyeFeign will 

GiYO it huqify, AsBBfi^ andJjght? 



Whence, then, is the ray lliat gleams 
• On tny hist, benighted soul, 
K not one of those pure beatns 
WUdi the nniyeiiBe control? 



Whence this earnest^ fond desire 
For that love ^ich kiiowa no bound, 

Which tiian Heavtfen^s hdglits is higher, 
Deqpcr than the dread profosmd? 



Whenee Ae loaOSng and dii«uflt, 
Wlftehy a.t times, Iftel^ siaa? 

Come fSfom Him^ they sunly 
Nottght oodd ftmiish them 
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Beasoning thus, fiunt hopes arise 
That the Savibur cares for me; 

That, love-winged, he left the skies, 
Died for me in i^imy: 



/w. 



That the water aiid the Uood^ 

Streaming fiom hi^stsd^pia^ced side^ 
Flowed, that in the cieoosing flood 

My sonl might be purified! 



Oh, it did! Ins word declares, 
AH who will to him mny ^'**^ 

Lord^ to thee my soul repairs, 
Wash it pure and white as snow« 
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<< FOLLOW ME."-— Mti££&ett^ ix. 9. 



Many a shadow do we follow, 

Trust in many a *^ fidr deceit," 
Listen to professions hollow, 

And with disappointment meet; 
But, the substance of all glory. 

Truth in human nature clad, — 
Christ, the hope of young and hoary. 

Scarce is in remembrance had; 
He, the one who ne'er deceived, 
Is rejected, disbelieved. 



Hence, dear Lord, the words thou speakest 
V Fall unheeded on the ear; 

Ev'n the lost ones whom thou seekest, 
Lack, full long, the <^ ear to hear:" 
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Though to bliss beyond conception, 
Thou thy purchased ones wouldst lead; 

Heaven but seems a bright deception, 
And thy death a doubtful deed, 

Till thy word be sent with power 

In thy self-appointed hour. 



Has thy spirit wrought compunction 

In my breaat, for dighting thee? 
Is that word yet come with unction — 

*^ All forsake and follow me?' 
If it be not, Jesus, send it. 

Let it now with power be spoke; 
Is my neck stiU « hardened,22.bend it 

To thy light and easy yoke; 
Let me thy command receire, 
Follow /!Aee^— and all else leave. 
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ON THE POWER OF DEATH. 






APRIL 27, 1830. 



Thou art in '^t^ place, ODeadi!'^ 

And holder ieVery element in tfaraHf 
The soft south breeze thou tAintest t»itk thy breathy 

And seared, like autumn's leaves, we withering f 



Thou ridest on the bl»ek north wind, • - 
And youth, And infant' innocence, Iuidage5 

Are swept before the Mast, nor tiiay they find 
A refiige from thy fierce unsparil^ rage. 



* See « The Hour of Death/' by Mn. Hemani. 
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Thou wrappest round thy fonn the flame^ 
And) urging onward thy appalUng way, 

hk fbry^ which no Viawi^^ ii powjer nav tiBi^ 
Thoa sMlbfAB^ ihouBands from ihe faco of day. 



Thou openast wide beneath the wa^e, 
Thou hfliga lenadiani £hy hidecMiajawa, 

Preparing finr whole ^mulliludes a grsire; 
Nor piteoos pleaduq^ thy hard poq^oee thawa. 



On earth, in various guise, art thou; 

Not seldom,— clad in frost-bleached vestment hoar, 
As from their towering heights the mountains bow, 

Thou thunderest in the avalanche's roar; 



Or, hid in garb of brightest hues, 
Thou visitest hill, mine, and verdant plain, 

And shedding o'er their products poisonous dews, 
li'f^th humblest instrument thy hosts are alain. 
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Thou art a mighty prince, O Death! 

And holdest all things here in iron thrall; 
Thou pourest on the winds of Heaven thy breath 

And prostrate at thy feet our glories falL 



But know, thou potent, ruthless Power! 

One, mightier than thou, o'errules the skies^ 
And near, and yet more near, rolls on the! hour 

When He shall nullify thy victories ! 



\y 
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SONNBT. 

^^ God is greatiy to he feaared m the congregation of his 

Saints "-^'Pssiba Ixxxix. 7. 



Let those who meet ta lift their faeacts to God, 
With reverential awe his pres^oee seek; 
Yea, Jear the Power, who shall his veageanee wreak 

On the bold rebds who dei^ise his rod. 

And, ere their forms be laid beneath the sod. 

Shall steep, in flamy waves, timr souls mimeek, 
Therein to' writhe in agonies which speak 

His kjUing might; a Saviour's ransom-blood 

Unprofiting in helL-*- Yet shonld this fear ' . 

But stimulate fh/dr souls to new obedience, 

And haviTig sprung fr^xm faith in what thf$y hear. 
And bdng bl^ot with holy reverence. 

And filial love, iliouid lead them to the Lord, 

Whilst wing^g Iheir swift feet to flee the avenging sword. 
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SONNET, 



On Romans vii. 34, ^c. 

FEBRUARY, 1830. 



Sorely at variance are the will and life, 
Gendering internally a ceaseless strife 
Between onr nature, carnal and renewed, 
Disturbing hence the unearthly quietude 
That else upon the saintly soul would rest: 
Who shall repress the turmoil of the breast?' 
Who shall deliver from the loathsome load 
That mars our progress on the heavenward road. 
And bows the spirit to the worthless clod? 
He who the path in sinlessness hath trod! 
He shall the war of mind and members still; 
And, with the force of his reeostleBswill,' 
At his good pleasure, all our hope fulfil: 
Through Him, be thanks to God. 



1 

1 
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<^ LITTLE CHILDREN KEEP YOURSELVES FROM IDOLS." — 1 Jotey*2I. 



Prone to idolatry^ whose is the heart 

Which does not^ in some way, from God depart^ 

And let some creature deity, some idol god, 

Usurp the Sayiour's right, the r^al rod? 

Such monstrous folly has been mine; but now, 

Before no idol let thy servant bow: 

Cleanse, Lord, my heart from each accursed thing, 

And reign therein supreme, my God and King! 



MATTHEW xi. 28* 



Thy master is Satan, thy servicid is Sin, 
All is folly without and vexation within; 
O quit thou the tyrant, and flee to the Lord, 
Who rest, ease, and freedom will to thee afford. 
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CAIN, 

AFTER RECEIVING HIS SENTENCE. 



I. 

A MONDM£NT of siii's desert he stands, 
And God's deep hatred of iniifiiitjr; — 

Vengeance flie roice of Abel's blood demands. 
And yeflcg^aiice flows m answer to the crjr. 



From.Hearen to earth it sweeps; but where shidl end 

The widening stream of God's avenging ire? 
Whither shall Cain his ruined footsteps bend. 

Where turn, or how^ escape that torrent's fire? 



He sees the mi^fy flood towatd him roU; . 

In viuifr be sedkasome Babel-^igfat ,to clunb; 
ThoaB.flaiiiBS dready.'seiz^ upon :1ns 6M>ii]^ ' 

Which shall consmnfa biikiloihe gvayie of time: 



1 
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And then,-Oh f for an ear to list his wo, 
The voice of sympathy, parental love ! 

But in each being he foresees a foe; 

Vengeance and death around, beneath, above! 



And weeps he now. a l^roiher's lif(&-bloord spilt? 
Or sooths he Htm fond heartsKhat deed has wrung? 
Not so: he cannot, wmmt, roe hifi( guilt. 

And inay not wither where his childhood sprung. 

11. 
But doomed a wretched fugitive to roam,, 

The earth cm which he trod with him at strife. 
Denying to hi^ heed^ or ftiod,: or hcone. 

And exiled from the Power that breathed his life; 



He lived — iSm Sa&im^ of a goSiem race : 
He died-^-rJehofvidi's cwmt still on his h^ad* 

Our bro6her*s dea& treOorea fo G^'s embrace 
The fratricides hf whom his blood was shed! 
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^< TO DIE IS GAiv "'^PkUippims i. 21. 



<^ Sayest thou to die is gain? 

Dying seems but pain and wo; 
Much we lose, but what obtain 

When we 're laid low?'* 



^ When, ere reason dawn, God's will 
Summons us from grief and pain, 
In Heaven his pleasure to fulfil. 

To die is gain* 



" When in early youth we 're taught, ' 
And the task, through grace, attain. 
To serve the Lord in deed and thought. 

To die is gain*. 
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'^ When, denying grosser sense. 
We live by faith on Jesu slain. 
And give our days to penitence, 

To die is gain. 

^^ When the fight of faith is fought. 
We the victor's wreath obtain: 
When we 're seakd as. well as bought. 

To die is gain. 



'< Ev'n though we a sceptre sway. 
Earthly glories round us play; 

Yet, if we can them disdain,' 
While to God our hearts we give. 
And 'tis'tridy Christ to Uve, 

To die is gain. 
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And oh! how rich' a gain it is,v 

Nor mine nor mortal tongue can tell; 
'Tis your's to say, whose life is bliss, 

With Christ who dwell! 
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THE PILGRIM. 1827. 



A piLGEZM, doomed to wander 
On earth, no home to find. 

Those ties soon burst asmidar 
Whieh in£emt love entwined: 



With feelings lom and dresiry. 

Benighted oft I stray. 
Of sin and soirow weary, 

I yearn for Heaven's own day. 



Though strangers <rf]fc befriend itne, 
Though mneh of good I find. 

Though blessings oft attend me, 
Yet seldom peace of mind: 



I 
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I long myheart to sever • » • . 

From worldly cares and IHendS) > '. 
To court that peace which ever 

The heaven-bom soul attends. 



By God's blest Word directed^ 
I'd seek the eternal hills, 

Where, by his love protected, 
I'd fear no earthly ills: 



// 



Whilst, with the preparation 
Of Jesus' Gospel shod,'^ 

In humble imitation, 
I'd tread the path he trod. 



Could I thus walk in spirit^ 
By faith, and not by sight. 

In Jesus' robe of merit. 
Prepared for heavenward flight; 
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More glad I'd cea^e to ivaoAor 
Acton earth*8 deaert plaiaty 

Burst earthly ties asundery 
And re^ where Jesus re^os. 
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2 CORINTHIAKS IV. V6. 



Mourn not for gtrength or beauty fledf 
Though fiided cheeky though hoary head. 
Though wrinUed brow, though beanilesB ey^ 
Speak nature's dissolution ni^* 



What though <^the outward man'' decay; 
Hie i9oul, << renewed from day to day,** 
Gains strength as earth-bom vigour dies. 
And ripens for her native skies! 



Not riches, nor honoiirs, nor power would I craves 
Nor aught but His love, who is mighty to save; 
Having this--4ill things else for die body he il grant; 
Having this-— nothing else for the soul can I want 
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SONNET. 



C< -DY V ACTTWQ rkV CVftT " 



WORLDLY PLEASURES, OR THE ** PLEASURES OF SIN. 



When, from iky cocmUmanoe of light, wd love, 
I turn to Pleasore's gay, aUuring smiles,' 

I.find her joys 

But Sin's decoys. 
And nauseate her vain, heart-sickening wiles; 
An <^ aching ^md" I feel, : dor peace, nor eouMrt know — 
All worldly joys prove rvaaky, and work a waght of ^wo. 



Then glad I seek again thy sun-bright fauce^ 
Thou Author of all life, and light, and joy ! 

And long to prove 
' -Thy qui^enilkg love, : . 
And joys whi^h satisfy but never cloy; 
'Tis then,^ aind only then^ I peace and cokhfinrt find, 
And taste the joys whachiBtrengtheis, ch^r» and porify thenund. 
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<^ AWAKE THOU THAT SLKEPEST, AND ARISS ?ROM THE D£AD» 
AND CHRIST SHAtL GIVE THEE LIGHT." — Eph* V. 14. 



Sleeper, awake! lo the voice which thus calls thee 
Spake into existence each t^lanet^ter; 

Arise from thy deatl^-sleep) ere evil be&lls thee. 
And worship 'the JMaker of all thiiigs that are. ' 



Sleeper, awake ! in thy sins cease to slumber, 
'Tis those only sleep who are children of night; 

Beseech thou the Lord, of his mercy, to number 
Thy soul with' the sanctified children of light. 



Sleeper, awake ! tiow the tempest is brewing. 
Which, ere long, may plunge thee in thatiiery sea. 

Where, through countless ages, lost spirits are ruing 
That from wrath approaching they deigned not to flee. 
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Sleeper, awake! ere, a too of perdidiMiy 
In daAoem and tanneBtB tfaoa lift np ddne eje% 

Andriew, afiurofl^ hrightestseeiieeof IhiitiMiy 

Whieh fenre bat to deepen thy angaigh^firanght fliglia. 



Sleeper, awake! and thy God, idio ne'er eleepetli^ 
Shall lighten thine eyes dbat they doee not hi death; 

The light of thy eonl k the Sayioar, who keepedi 
That flonl from deetmction, prolonging thy breath* 



Sleeper, awake! and, low bending before him. 
Entreat that hie countenance on thee inay alifaie: 

So ehalt thou hereafter with angels adore Ukn, 
tionformed to hii image, in glory divine! 

181^. 
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«THEY THAT BE WHOLS NEl^D NOT A PHYSICIAN, BUT THEY 

THAT ARE SICK." — Mot. IX. 12. 



»• > 



Whilst the Physician of tfa^, soul . 

N^lects the proudf l^e fiuicied ** ,whdle," 

Poor siimers, vbo ih^. nusery fioeU 

He IdnAy oondescendgi to heajl: 

But soon the iselfHslyled ^^ whole" shall be. 

Preyed the. sons of .nusery ; 

While the sinHdck shall be found 

The only healthy, *^ whole," and sound. 



JAMES Y. 16, 17. 



If the prayer of El^ God giacionaly heard^ 
And answeiie^ the suit which the Prophet preferred. 
Can we doubt that rich showers of lileanngs will fidl 
On those who upon him in Jesus' name call? 
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IF IN THY WISDOM- 



If, in thy wisdom, thou see good. 

By some <^ alarming stroke of fate,*' 
Or trials, <^ hard to flesh and blood," 

To fit me for a future state. 
Should angry, swelling thoughts ^rise, 
Like billows menacing (he skies, 
Calm, Lord, my proud, rebellions will^ 
With thy effectual '' Peace, be still !" ' 



But, should the inward stream of life. 
By thy overruling, tender care. 

Flow on, unsurged by wo or strife, 
O bid me of the calm beware, 

Lest, lulled .into a dealhfal sleq^ 
.My. soul her ^^ watching". cease to keep; 

And, whilst I dream of peace with theey 

I sink to emjfew mmry. 



81 



LIFE. 



How bright are our visions in youth. 
What magical, scenes we pourtray — 

Scenes, lit by the semblance of truth. 
With bright but illusory ray! . 



We long to embody our dreams, 
To visit our fairy-land bowers; 

To prove Life's domain what it seems, 
A land of rich gems and fan* flowers. 



We fancy a sky— ever bright. 
An ever-green garden— our way; 

Whilst love, joy, and pleasure unite 
To crown Life's long, gay, gala-day* 
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As Life, in her sombre array, 
Unveils her sad face to our view, 

Our phantom delights pass away; 
In vain we'd th' iiUusion renew. 



The briers and thorns of Life's waste 
Repla<ie our lost jewds and flow^^; 

Life's bitters for sweets we now taste, 
And gloom chasies sunshiny hours. 



It seems as though some fidry queen, 
Reversing the wand which she held. 

Had bligh^d the fairy-land scene. 
Which late our v'rapl feticy beheld. 



With sickness and sorrow opprest, 
Disgusted with Life's Varied woes, 

We find that ** this is not ctor rest," 
And yearn for some land of repose. 
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If grace shed a ray firom above 
T iUumine the spiritual sight, 

We long for the re^on of love, 
The land of unfading delight. 



We learn to delight in Hifi ways, 
Whose service is freedom and joy, 

And, clothed in the « garment of praise, 
We Life to His glory employ. 



'Tis then that true pleasure we find, 
(If 'tis to be found in '« the flesh,") 

Contentment and sweet peace of mind 
The grief^tricken spirit refresh. 
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WRITTEN AFTER A SNOW STORM. 



The drifted snow has covered, far and near, 
With purity's own hue, earth's varied face, 

Deformity and filth concealing here^ 

But proving there the wanderer's burial-place. 

Thy robe immaculate, O Lord, shall grace 
The souls which trusting in thy name depart, 

EiFacing from the view sin's odious trace, 
Shall life, instead of death, to man impart. 



THE THAW. 

(a contrast and a comparison, as in the foregoing.) 



The orb of day, with wonted grandeur bright, 
Resumes his empire o'er the snow* veiled earth; 

Features, long hid, again reflect his light, 
And promised plenty stills the dread of dearth. 
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Thy rays, O Sun of Righteousness! diffused, 
Create a snowy whiteness where they shine, 

Whilst fervid love, within the heart infused. 
Engenders those ^^ good fruits" which mark man thine. 



1 PETER iv. 2, 3. 



To pleasures, honours, rank, and power, 
The idols of life's passing hour. 
Sufficient homage has been given. 
Now let us turn our thoughts to Heaven: 
There greater pleasures shall we know 
Than any this world can bestow; 
And there with higher honours live 
Than thousands of such worlds could give. 
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<« OFFER THE SACRIFICES OF RIGHTEOUSNESS, AND PUT YOUR 
TRUST IN THE LORD." — Psobn iv. 5. 



Seek him, the Advocate you heed, 
Whose eloquence alone can plead, 
With sure success, that cause, which^lost. 
The soul's salvation must defray the cost. 



Love Him, whose love you hourly prove. 
Whose esst^ce is unchanging love; 
Who, ere the sun was hung on iHgfa, 
Signed the great covenant for man to dw. 



Trust Him' whose Mthfdlness you trace 
In every sinner saved by grace; 
Whose word is truth, and proved to be 
Firm as the rock which braves the storm-lashed sea. 
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Fear Him with reverential fear, 
Who, as your judge, shall soon appear; 
Whose arm can kill, and make alive. 
And who alone can Heaven and glory ^ve. 



Ask of Him gifts his blood has bought. 
Be. ceaselessly his favour sought; 
And let each, effort be employed 
To hold that presence you have once enjoyed* 



And, for your daily sacrifice, 
Let love's sweet-smelliDg incense rise; 
And on the altar God has given 
Be self and substance offered up to Heaven. 



<r 
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WKITTCN IN 1887. 



Is life too Umg for plensiire, 

Tliat fni we spmd in strife? 
b (>ose too gmt a treasure, 
That we embitter life? 
V^ky add to necessary tcnk 
Vain animontiee and broik? 



If liearMx ««nt us disiquiet, 

>\Vd think th* infiietion hanl; 
If t hmI commanded riot« 
lli« law w«»M dkifgard: 
ThiM w«» d«l%^t to oppose hk wiD, 
And onr perviNKie ones to fulfiL 
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Frail vessels on life's ocean, 

With death on every side, 

Why court we a commotion 

Whence evil must betide? 

Be calm our life from every ill 

Which does not Ood's behest fuliiL 



Tbeaa-siek, 43ontrite fiqpirit 

Ddights to thi»k of ^ rest:" 
If Heaven we would inherit 
Willi peaee wfi muiit feel I>le8t: 
l^en let not from the ear tli be driven 
The boon we'd reckon bliss in Heaven. 



But let us pray to Heaven 

For Christian love and peace; 
Since, would we be forgiven^ 
All enmity must cease: 

O how can we the being hate 

Which « Love" did like himself create I 
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THE SAME SUBJECT. 



Poor insects of a wintry daj, 

(That day's dawn some hours past,) 
Why not on love's warm snnbeam play. 
And shun hate's deadly blast? 
O let our day be spent in peace, 
The night 's at hand when life must cease. 
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" HAYE FERVENT CHARITY. 



» 



The snow upon the mountun's height 

In sullen grandeur lies; 
But when the sun puts on his might, 

The vallies it supplies: 

IMssolved by summer'iB piercing beams^ 

It flows in fertilizing streams. 



Thus frigid, dead, and void of use, 
Remains the selfish heart. 

Till love its fervency infuse. 
Its melting rays impart ; 

With kindly feeling then it glows, 

And in benignant deeds o'erflows. 
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EFHESIAN8 vi. 10. REVELATION ill. 21. 



Though hosts of enemies^ with deadly rage, 

In warfare with the powerless soul engage, 

An arm of might the Lord of Hoste wai give 

To those who^on and to him daily live. 

Which shall successfully their aims oppose, 

And in triuitiphant peaee ihe oontesf clos^: 

This were rich grace; but JNioae him evermoi*e,— 

Our God will crown the victor when the cOofliel 's o*er! 



1 JOHN ii. 15. 



Seek to be His who this vain world o'ercame. 
Nor worship Satan undier any name, 
For various shapes and nsmes iim templ^ tries^ 
By which to take Ihe unwary by surprise: 
Give to yoiu" God the love and honour due — ^ 
Love not the world, or love the tempter too. 



.1 
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^^ blessed are the dead that die in the lord frojt hfikcb- 
forth: yea, saith tHe spirit^ that they may rest 

FROM their labours^ AND THEIR WORKS DO FOLLOW 

THEM," — Bev. xiv. 13. 



How lutppy they, most happy, who depart 
From out this care-fraught world, to reign above 

With Him« who heretofore reigned in their hieart 
By faith, that liyhig £uth, which ¥i^orks by love! 



Yea, blessed are the dead faeiiceforth who die 
Believing in His nsune who died for them; 

His hand shall wipe all tfeai^ froaH every eye, 
And grace their temples with life's diadem. 



For death a messenger of mercy h 

His office but to loose the nlv^ cord 
Whidi binds th6m down from flight to heavenly bliss, 

And hold^them absent from their sovereign Lord. 
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TImj long have groaned in tenement of clay, 
Bemg burdened here with pain, and w<h and sin; 

And they have yearned to soar to realms of day, 
Christ's 8«rvice in his presence to bepn. 



On earth they 've loved him, and have served him too^ 
Nor shall love's labour die forgotten here; 

Again 8haU feith's fiur fruite be brought to view, 
And done resplendent in a brighter Bphere. 



For though the Saviour's righteousness alone 
Can justify them in the sight of God; 

Though nothing may tar thdr besi deeds atone 
But his all-precious, his aU-cIeanauig blood; 



Yet God a gracious recompense in store 
Reserves for those who faithful stewards proved, 

(<< To him who hath there shall be added more. 
Whilst he who hath not has his all removed:") 
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And they shall rest from all their toils and cares, 
Their troubles, and llie trials of their faith. 

And, being freed from sin's entangling snares, 
Most blest shaU be: for thus the iipirit saith. 
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•^PONDER TOE PATH OF THY FEKT." — PtOVerbg iv. 26. 



Whither art tliou going? Sinner say. 

Whither thy footstepB bending? 
Treadest thou the strait and narrow way. 
Or the broad one downward tending? 
That — which leads to Heaven, the seat of bliss; 
Or this— which ends in Satan's abyss? 

Pknse, ere thy life's short journey 's o'er. 
When time tofMm shall be no more. 



** WALK AS CHILDREN OF LIOHT." — Ephesions V. 8. 



^* Walk as ohUdren of the day, and be not of the night, 
Giving thanks as meet inheritors among llie saints in light;" 
** Diit we are bom in darkness and our minds clouded o'er, 

A 

O make thy &ce shine on us until darkness be no more." 



97 



'^ My way is plain brfore you, walk therein^ nor from it turn; 
Let your loins be girt with righteousness, your lamps, too, brightly 

bum; 
Ye shall run and not be weary, ye shall walk and not be faint, 
mi each shall enter Jesus' rest, a sinless happy saint.' 
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" COUNT IT ALL JOY WHEN YE FALL INTO DIVERS TEMPTATIONS 

(or trials.)" — James L 2. 



Not words alone, but suffering dire 

Our Saviour's love to man escprest, 
Why does not gratitude inspire 

At least less horror of this test? 
Our fidth is weak, our love is eold. 

We shrink from persecution's touch; 
Unlike those holy men, of old,* 

Who joyed to suffer, hving much. 



* Acts T. 41. Rom. y. 3-^. 

N 
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Pilgrim, b»w noik at Maminen's «hdne; 
Soon Hesren's own trflasurefl dbiU Iw thme; 
O lay aflide eaieh weight which may 
Thyonvard, hflavanswiid pEOg^^is fltay. 

Pilgrim, choose not thy portion be£e, 
To yon fiadr realm thy footsteps ateer; 
And 'till the night be turned to day* 
The <^ lamp of hU* diall cheer thy way. ' 

I^llgrim, trust not thy power to run, 
But lean thou on the Holy One ; 
So shaU not weariness prevail, 
Nor terrors daunt, nor ^^ patience" fail. 

Pilgrim, pause not, here danger lowers 
Alike o'er dties, wilds, and bowers; 
Press on where aU is safe as bright, 
And nought shall mar the soul's delight. 

* Rom. ziii. 12. 
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Pilgrim, faint not, thy crown bdbold 
Where Zion rears her towers of goU; 
Nor fear thee, Pilgrim ! Jesos' power 
Shall goard thee in fiile's darkest hour. 

Pilgrim, shrink not from Jordan's tide, 
Soon streams of life for thee shall glide; 
Death's river passed, thy griefs are o'er. 
In Canaan thou shalt weep no more. 
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THE VALE X)F TEARS. 



This earth is called a Vale of Tears, 
(And yields full many a source of wo) ; 

But flowers and fruits divine it bears, 
When from the fount of grace they flow. 



The man of griefs passed through this vale; 

With tears of blood he blent its clay: 
Now many a smiling scene we hail, 

Where erst the howling desert lay. 



The change,*effected through his pain; 

The joys it bear8,HgM>wn by his love; 
O let us now begin the strain 

Of praise we hope to sing above. 



JA 
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" SIN SHALL NOT HAVfi DOMINION OVER YOU.'*— JBom. vi. 14. 



MARCH 3, 1827. 



How loth is the winter to leave ujs,^ 

Returning agadn and again. 
Of spring's wiahed-for joys to bereave us; 

Converting our pleasure to pain. 

Thi») &6 we'd <^ go on to perfection,"* 

Th' " old Adam" opposes our way, 
Besets UB in every direction, 

O'ervomes w and makes us his prey: 

, As sure as the winter is &ted 
. To perish beneath a bright sun. 
So «ure shall the <^ old man," so hated. 
Be dain by th* all^conquering Onel 

* We must seek advaacement in boUness as well as knowledgei that our paA 
may « fiua» mere and mor« unto the perfect day/* 
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AS WHEN SOME DENSE FOG. 



As .when some dense f<^, o'er the landscape ftr spread, 

Conceals from our view every object it covers, 
Till dispelled by bright sunbeams our sight, iti its stead. 

Earth's late hidden, various features recover jr ; 
So the long sin-dimmed sight oft new compass lequires. 

When the last scene of man's chequered life is nigh over. 
In their true shapes and colours past deeds and desires. 

With soul-startling clearness, their semblance discover* 

Then O may the mountains of sin be removed. 

By the strong arm of faith, and in deep waters buried; 
May the ^^ life of the branch by its clusters" be proved, 

(Ere the soul from its frail habitation be hurried,) 
That, when the last scene of our life is nigh o*er. 

As ^< death's" icy touch ^< stills the bosom's" commotion, 
Hope's sunshine may beam on life's vanishing shore. 

And warm and enlighten " eternity's ocean."* 

* The veil which covers our past lives will, on our death-beds, be uplifted : may 
w6 so live that the scene which will then present itself may be viewed with th« 
light of hope spread over it. 
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HYMN. 



As the wretch, with hunger dying, 
Earnestly emplores our idd, 

So my soul, with ceaseless sighing, 
Seeks the heavenly, living bread. 



As the drowning grasps with anguish 
Aught to bear him from the wave, 

So, though even hope should languish, 
Oasp the Rock which souls can save. 



Bread of Life! my iaint soul nourish, 

Antidoting inborn sin; 
Rock of Strength! on thee Fd flourish, 

Saved from depths of guilt within. 



o 
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Soon shall cease each mnful motioiH 
With the Source of Life I'll be; 

Soon I 'U pass life's troubled ocean. 
And the Rock of Ages see. 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 



" COME OVER AND HELP US/' 



<< Come over and help us V^ — ^that pitiful cry, 

By wretehfidness wrung, oft aasaik fancy's ear, 
And seems a&though brought by the gale passing by» 
To proTe if fair sympathy dwell with us here. 



It sounds as if borne from some region of death, 
Where fell superstition erects his jet flag; 

Where babes hy /(md parents are 'reft of their breath, 
Aad friends to the flames widow'd relatives drag. 



Where Satan, the murderer, sways Adam's race 
To crimes which humanity scarce could conceive; 

Where Christ is unknown, all unsought^for his grace; 
Where none go to preach, none are led to believe ; 
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Where misery reigns; and where man is debased 
Beneath the brute beasts he was destined to rule; 

Where God's holy image is wholly defiu^ 
By ignorance, Satan's soul-murdering tool. 



<< Come over and help us!" — ^we come» O ! we come, 

<< With Christ in our hearts, and his Word in our hands:" 
Now hymns to his praise burst from lips that were dumb, 
As the light of the Gospel spreads over those lands. 



\ 
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SONNET. 



CHRIST AT THE TOMB OF LAZARUS. 



Embathed in tears for liim so newly dead, 

While hope scarce ventured yet to soothe their woes, 
To greet their heavenly guest the sisters rose. 

Then to the stone-closed cave, commanded, led ; 

Christ wept, while sorrow o'er each feature spread ! 

<* Where lies the source whence that strai^ grief«tream flows ? 
He surely loved; yet loving, if he chose. 

Could he not save?' But speculation fled 

When, << Lazarus, come forihP was straightway heard: 
That voice dissolved the icy bands of death. 

And at the summons the late corse appeared. 
Restored the spirit, reinspired the breath : 

The many marvel; rather let us bless 

The Godhead's power, blent thus with human tienderness. 
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EARTH, 



How many are thy charms, thou fiOIen Earth f 
Though exiled from the Paradise which bloomed 

For that first pair, to whom we trace our birth, 
And with whose fiiU each hope appeared.^tombed 
Of a far fairer Heaven-^we here are doomed 

To Uve, oppressed by rickness, toil, and care; 
Yet when her worst our darkli^ fieite has gloomed. 

We find in thee much excellent or fair, 

Which we with our deserts may thankfully compare* 
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Though thou hast been full fed upon the blood 
Of thoee who' from thy bosom spirang to life, . 

By brothers' hands drawn forth the sanguine flood. 
And thoiff'idl-impotent to quell the strife 
In every age, and land, and climate rife; 

Yet, in surpassing beauty, fair as light, 
(As though unknoWTi the fratricidal knife,) 

Spring's lovely offspring teeming gaily dight, 

Refresh our senses with a sweet and pure delight. 



Nor is it beauty. in external things 

With which alone our earthly state is blest. 

Full many a relic bright of Eden springs 
To deck the internal desert of the breast — 
The flowers of hapjoness and peaceful rest: 

And hence let praise to mercy's God be given ! 
That love inwoven in the stem behest. 

By which we from our Paradise were driven, . 

Still left the heart and mind memorials of a Heaven. 
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Nor flowers alone, but gems, bright gems, abound 
T' enrieh the mental w<Hrld, of which the rays, 

Enwreathed the head of genius around. 
Form a rare diadem, whose daasaling bbze, 
Brighter than royalty's, arrests the gaze; 

But when the buds of piety are 'twined 
With wit's pure brilliants, ev'n the conqueror's bays. 

In which the multitude such glories find, 

"Wither before the cn>wn of richness thus combined. 



And here and there we view some social scene 

Of joy, and holy blessedness, and love. 
Like islet fair, upon whose bosom green 

Bests the eflulgence of the orb above; 

While sullenly and proudly by it rove 
The restless waves, or mimic the mad rage 

Of man, whose breast infernal passions move 
With man the unfratemal war to wage^ 
And all his noble powers in slaughter to engage. 
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Thus bright, and thus unmoved, the circle dwells, 
O'er which, wi& golden sceptre, Lov^ presides; 

With lightest touch, that sceptre Discord quells. 
And where it rules the doye of peace abides, 
Fleeing the turgid waves of Hatred's tides ! 

And Happiness delights ta grace the dome, 
Wherein the love of God and man resides ; 

In search of her the many idly roain. 

Unknowing that thus ccfiirted she. wbifld. bless their home. 



But thou, fair globe! whobre loveliness a]|[>pears 
So all-attractive, hast been $teeped iti Uood^ 

And though the Heavens have' Washed thee with their tears, 
Thou must again be deluged with a flood — 
A flood o( fire^ and by it purged till ** good,'* 

As He who ndade pronounced thee at thy birth: 
Then shalt thoa in primeval beaiity bud, ' 

And bloom, and bear, a glorious, joyous Earth', 

Unsullied with the curse of misery and dearth* 
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SACRAMENT SUNDAY. 



OCTOBER 17, 18S0. 



O LET me celebrate the day 

On which I Ve pledged my faith to Him, 
Who, ^^ cradled in a manger/' lay; 

Who pressed the cross with quivering limb;' 
Who laid his princely vestments by 
To live in abject misery, 
And die in untold agony, 

For man— for worthless me ! 



I Ve viewed the rite which represents 
Th' accursed death of him, the *^ Good;' 

I We tasted of the elements 
Which symbolize the flesh and blood 



• 
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Of Christ) the holy^ harmless One, 
The King of Heaven's eternal Son, 
Who stooped to death, and dying won 
O'er death the victory! 



And now I am the Lord's betrothed; 

I 've signed the covenant to be 
His own; let sin, all sin, be loathed. 
And be my soul at ennuty 

With all earth's pomp» and all its pride; 
With every lust that crucified 
The Lord who lived, the Lord who died. 
And rose again for me! 






11$ 

OH, MAKE ME AS THE LILY, FAIR. 

Oh, piake«'rae^a£i the lily, feir, 

(Clad in thy vestment white,) 
Whose fragrance fills the ambient air, 

Whosd beauty glads the fii^t: 
And make nie«as'the eedar^streng, 

(Rooted in- tiiee, >myRodk)) : 

Which^ wbHeirii4»M^fMii»«^ ' '^ 

l^ill bTAVes thife fo»|rfiil dboek ^ 
Of warring-mnds^ 9seA t^tbe dry '• • • 
EreetS'ife tM^iBtjlig/form^ en I^gtu 



•- . 1 „ 



The gathering shades of coming night succeed the glare of day; 

And where bright suns diffused. thrir light the milder moon- 
beams play: 

Thus gently do declining years o'ershade the Christian's face, 

Whereon the soul's calm joy aj^pears with sweetly chastened 
grace. 
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DAUGHTEBS OF BRITAIN, WEEP! 



Weep and lament fixr those who ste no cause foi? tearg. 
Tremble for those who stifle «n«oeayieted fears^ 

' And. heuii^om'niKBpm^SmigvnB^ 
Unshrinkmgly ti»ad pleasure's path. 
And shun the only refuge ^tbu 
To shield them firdm> A» faolts of Heaven. 



Jesus, pitying, wqpt the diteflil doom of iJio«> 
Who, reckless of their gnik, dreami not jof sin^eaimed woes; 

But whilst he wept not less he warned 
Thatdanger, howsoever scorned* 
Imjiended threatenmg over all» 
And in destruction soon would fall. 
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Cry thus aloud, nor spare the thoughtless and the bold. 
To Britain's daughters tell the judgments long foretold; 

And bid them teach their tears to flow 
For past misdeeds and coming wo. 
Beseeching Heaven's offended Lord 
To turn aside his glittering sword* 

For lo! the day draws on, th%t dreadful, vengeful day^ 
When God ^ds on his sword^omnipotent to slay; 

When those who spumed his dying love 
His fieroe.wratB d«U prove, 
And meet^unsereened^that lode of ire 
Which wraps the elements in fire. 

Then at his footstool lie, ye ^ddy and ye vain! 

O kiss his gentle rod, ere he in judgment reign; 

And, calm as infimcy's sweets sleep, 
In peace your tmstang hearts he '11 keep) 
' And prove, when death-doomed sinners rave^ 

Your God*-OMNIPOT£NT TO SAVE ! 

Jmif, 18^ 



119 



THE SECOND advent: 



Ye know not the day, and ye know not the hour, 
When the Lord shall descend in his pomp and his power, 
The pride of the nations to blast with his breath, 
And to free his elect from the cold clasp of death. 



He shall come like a thief, while his foes still are sleeping; 
His sainte are their garmente in purity keeping: 
He shall come with the speed and the splendour of lightning, 
From the east to the west the wide universe brightening. 



The beams of his glory shall warm the bleak graves 
Of the loved ones he died for and jojrfuUy saves; 
The beams of his glory the rebels shall slay 
Who refused to submit to his sceptre^s mild sway. 
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The earth shall dissolve at the fire of his coming; 
The scoffers shall writhe in the hell of his dooming: ' 
But she shall be purged from hei' curse by the burning; 
And they shall consume in the flames of their earning. 



Then watch for the day, and prepare for the hour, 
When the Lord shall be clothed with his glory and power. 
That when in his kingdom Messiah appears. 
Ye may hail him with joy, not with wailing and tears. 



Morgan ft Dunlop, Printert, Newry. 
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